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The PROLOGUE. 


HH * R E, as at Feaſts, the Deſert laſt comes on, 
To pleaſe the Palate, after Supper's done; 
Fuſt ſe, ts Night, are cur Deſigns to treat, 
Your dainty taſtes, with ſomething ſhort and ſweet, { 
And hepe it may no worſe Reception meet; 
For if it ſhould, I vaw *twill make me fret; 
I fee, Gallants, your Mguths are ready ſet. 
For all you ſinile, I read it in your Faces; 
You ſnarling Criticks, you have all your Paces. 
It's true, our Author's but a Country Clown ; 
You'll ſay *ts a Sign he little knows the Town, 
Preſuming thus, in our nice poliſl'd Age, 
To bring his Ruſtic Stuff upon the Stage. 
*T will never do — but tis n't fir me to prate, 
For I, and't pleaſe you, am his Advocate. 
A pretty Office truly; on my Life ! 
Pd rather much hed left me with his Wife, 
And come himſelf. — What can be done or ſaid © 
Yet ene would think he'd ſomething in his Head; 
Some Meaning ſure, had he but Wit to ſhew it: 
Faith, each mere Plough-man, now- a. days, turns Poet. 
Such ſcribling Throngs ! — Tui never dg — 
[Here one, repreſenting the Author, comes be- 
hind him, gives him Money, and fays—G' n. 
Ts that our Author? Faith, I like the —— Man. 
IV ho could have thought it ?--Iell, what ſhall be ſaid ? 
New ] believe he's ſomething in his — Head. 
He's no ſuch Foil as I was juſt deſcribing, 
But knows the Town, has got the Knac of Bribing, 
This mayn't be all our Author has in Store. 
See | Half a Crawn I good Blood, goed Blood,tho' poor, 
If this new Touch ſhiu'd take, he'll give me more. 
Then, gentle Audience all, I humbly pray, 
For both our Sakes, have Mercy on the Play. 
hat Store of ſuch ! F——1f you forbear to hiſi— 
But firſt I'll go, and merry be with this, [Exit, 


+ Looks on the Money. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Ir. HoLLtipay, a Country Farmer. 
Mrs. HorLIpAx, his Wife. 
DoLLY, Daughter to them, in Love with Roc kR. 


RoGER, a ſmart Country Swain, Suitor to Dol LIV; 
but not approved of by her Father. 


Mr. LookourT, a Citizen of London. 


VIII Easy, another Citizen, 


MARGARET, Servant to Mr, HeLtyparY. 


With ſeveral other Perſons. 


8 


Double Deceit: 


HAPPY FAI. 


1 


A l. Sein . 


Mr. Holliday's, a Country-Farm Houſe. 


Scene changes o the Hall. 


Enter Dolly and Margret. 
Dolly. O U ſurpriſe me Margaret ——— 
W hat Method muſt be taken to pre- 
vent it? be married againſt my Will, 
and to one I never ſaw neither, — no. — 


I'll ſooner beg with Roger from Door to Door all my 


lifetime. 

Marg. Never deſpair Chill, Roger has Ingenuity 
enough no doubt. — If he han't I'll lend a hand, and 
you know a Woman's Project ſeldom fails.— 

Dolly. True, — but who can this fine Spark be? 
My Father is often dinging me in the Ears about hin. 


B 2 Marg. 
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Marg. I know him not, but am told by the by, 
he's a half broke I radeſman at Lunn and wants a little 
Money I ſuppoſe. 

Dolly. Are you ſure of his coming ? 

Marg. Sure, ay, as ſure as — 

Dolly. As what Huſſy? 

Marg. As you'd be married to Reger before to 
morrow Night if you cou'd. 


Dolly ſings. O cruel cruel Fate 
That does me my Love deny, 
But before I'll marry one I hate, 
For him I love Til die. 


Marg. This Love is a bewitching thing, eſpecially 
when it gets the upper hand of a young Woman, — 
thank God it's all over with me; tho? I have been 
in love twenty and twenty Times, and got clear 
over all, ſo never fear my Dear, I'll do my beſt to 
help you out too.— 

Dolly. It's enough — away — I hear my Father 
coming. [ Exeunt both. 


Enter Mi. and rs, Hollyday taizing together. 


Mr. Holl. I've been a little concern'd lately, Wife, 
about this Weneh of ours, for I find here's Roger and 
;everal other young Fellows comes buzing after her 
ike Flies about a Butcher's Shop in a Summers Morn- 
ing, and I'm afraid ſhe'll ſome Day or other (unbe- 
known to us) go fling herſelf away on ſome of them; 
for theſe young Wenches think if they get but a 
Husband, they've got all the World in a String. But 
[1] hinder it if I can, for I don't intend ſhe ſhall be 
married yet, and not at all to any of theſe country 
Clods; ſo pray do you talk to her about it. 

Mrs. Hell. Truly, Husband, I have told her over 
and over of this Fellow, and t'other Fellow 1 

after 


2 


after her, but ſhe minds me no more than the Bark- 


ing of a Dog. 

Mr. Holl. Like enough, a bold Face, but I'd have 
you to keep her within doors as much as you can, 
and I warrant you I'jl keep her Sparks away with a 
Murrain to 'em; I have forewarn'd one or two com- 
ing here already, for I tell you I have one in my Eye 
TI deſign to marry her to, a "Tradeſman at Lunon, 
whom my Friend Mr. Lookout has been telling me of, 
who deſigns to chuſe a Wife out of the Country, for 
he ſays the Lunon Laſſes are filled with ſo much 
Pride and Idleneſs, tis a Chance to get a good Wife 
out of a Dozen. 

Mrs. Holl. Ha, ha, ha, I fear, Husband, if the 
Women there bear ſuch a Character, the Men are not 
far behind 'em. 

Mr. Holl. No no, he is—a—a Tradeſman, I can't 
tell what Trade, but I'm ſure *tis a good Trade, for 
this I know, he always wears his Ruffles, marry. 

Mrs. Holl. Ha, not a bit the better for that; they 
ſay Taylors, Barbers, Button- makers and the like, 
wear their Ruffles at Lunon, tho* perhaps not ſix Pence 
in their Pockets, 

Mr. Holl. I know nothing of that, but I have 
invited my Friend down, and expect him here very 
ſhortly, and then I ſhall hear more about it; ſo pray 
get things in good order. 

Mrs. Holl. Ha, ha, ha, I ſay good order too, ſome 
Pot Companion, I'd lay a Wager. I'Il have no hand 
in't. Exit. 

Enter Mr. Lookout. 

Mr. Holl. Ha! Welcome into the Country, Sir, 
how d'ye do? | 

Mr. Zook. IJ humbly thank you, Sir, how do you? 

Mr. Holl. Hearty as a Buck, but can't jump quite 
ſo * You are the very laſt Perſon we were talk- 
ing of. 

Mr. Look. O Sir, then I have made out the old 
Saying, talk of the Devil his Imps appear. 1 

C r. 
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Mr. Holl. That's a Saying indeed, Sir.—But pray 
what News have you in Town ? 

Mr. Le, Nothing but Complaints of the hardneſs 
of the Times, and want of Buſineſs among Tradeſmen, 
Cheating and Cozening among the Rich, and he that 
does it the moſt artful is counted the clevereſt Man. 

Mr. Hell. Ha, ha, ha, I find they are ſquabbling 
for Money at Lunon as well as we in the Country. 

Mr. Z29#, Juſt the ſame, Sir, thoſe that have it, 
keep it ſo cloſe, that they who want it can no way 
come at it. 

Mr. Holl. The very ſame here, ha, ha, ha. 

Mr. Lock. But pray how does the Ladies, your 
comely Daughter, and your good Spouſe ? 

Mr. Hall. Both at your Service, Sir. — Pray walk 
this way. 

[Exeunt both. 


Enter Margaret, 


Marg. O my Stars, —I find this is the Match- 
maker, but if I was Delly, I know what I know. 


SONG. Tune, A Batchelor's a Cormorant. 
O ! what a Hardſhip ſure is this, 


O ! what—_——— 
Por Maidens undergo, 
Obliged to take their Parents Choice, 
A hether they like or no. 
But if to pleaſe a Father's Will, 
I fuch a one ſhould wed, 
HBebore the honey Moon was peſt, 
I vow I'd — crown his Head, 
Exit, 


The Scene changes to another Apartment, 


Enter Mr. Holliday and Mr. Lookout. 


Ar. Hill. Walk in Sir, — here Dolly. [calh. 
Enter 


an 


he; 


t. 


er 
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Enter Dolly at a Diſtance. 


Dolly. Did you call, Father ? 

Mr. Holl. Come this way, Huſſy, ſure you ben't 
afraid of a Man ? 

Dolly. You know Father, you always told me to 
be ſo, and what they would do to me. But I've 
learn't better ſince. (a/ide.) 

Mr. Holl. Ay, but this Gentleman is come to 
tell you of a Husband, Huſſy, I know that will pleaſe 
ye, ſo pray ſpeak mannardly to him. 

Mr. Lok. Your humble Servant, pray how d'ye 
do young Lady? 

Dolly. Thank you, Sir, but I'm no Lady, I wear 
no Hump, I aſſure you. 

Mr. Holl. So, Mrs. Pert, do you begin already! 
the Gentleman thought no harm, that's rhe fine way 
of ſpeaking at Lunen, you'll never learn Manners ; 
you'll excuſe her, Sir, 

Mr. Loot. O, ſhell come to, Sir. 

Mr. Holl. I ſhall leave you together then. 
Exit 

Mr. Locꝶ. I'Il do you no harm, Child. 

Dolly. I don't deſigu you ſhall, (aſide) 

Mr. Look, Your Father has left me to talk over 
an Affair with you, my Dear. | 

Dolly, W hat may it be, vir? 

Mr. Loo#, A trifling Matter, viz, Matrimony, 
ſhan't you like that ? 

Dolly. O Lord, Sir, I'm no Scholar, if you come 
to ſuch learned Words, I beg to be excus'd, 

| [going 

Mr. Loo. Nay, ſweet Roſe in June, I conjure you, 
hear me a Moment, [offers ta bold hey. 

Dolly. Conjure | — O help, help. 


Enter Margaret, 


This Man my Father has left me with, is talking of 


Conjuting. I fear he'll raiſe the Devil. 
hs 2 Marg. 
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Narg. O bleſs me, then he muſt be laid again, 
Doll. No, no, I'll not ſee him rais'd. 
[ems to faint. 


Enter Mr. Holliday, 


Mr. Holl. What's the matter here? 
Marg, Matter, Matter enough, this Gentleman 
furely deals in the black Art, he has frighted my 
oung Miſtreſs into Fits, if he ſhould raiſe the Devil, 
Im ſure our Parſon cou'd n't lay him again in a Fort- 
night. 

Mr. Holl. Po, po, ſhe's only thinking of what's 
been ſaid to her, — take her into the Air a little, ſhe'l} 
ſoon recover. 

Dilly. To get away, is what I wanted, (a ſide. 

Exeunt both. 

Mr. Hall. Well Mr. Lookout, tho' this pert Slut 
ſeems ſo coy about the Matter, if you can agree about 
it, I'll make her comply, never fear; her Mother 
- ſhall talk to her, and I'll let you know by the Poſt 
how her Pulſe beats, and then I ſhall expect your 
Anſwer accordingly, —— but I pray walk this way 
and taſte my Ale. 


Exeun:. 
SEN E, A ſhady Walk of Trees. 


Enter Dolly and Margaret. 


Dolly. Was n't it well manag'd Margaret? 

Marg, To a Nicety indeed, may you ſucceed fo 
well to the End. 

Doll. I thank you. 


Sings. Tune, The Bonny Scotſman, 


Ye gentle Winds that fan the Sea 
And wave the fragrant Bower 
Bear hence my Sighs, or haſte to me 

The Swain whim I adore. 


I 
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In Hßymen's Bands 

To join our Hands, 
7% Parents till diſdain a, 

And value ſe, 

An empty Beau, 
Before a faithful Swain a. 

[ They walk to the further End, 


Enter Roger looking about. 


Rog. I think it's about the Time, 
Then juſt beneath this Poplar I'll wait a little for her, 
to know the Meaning of this.—Her Father, an old 
Cuff — bid me keep from his Houſe, and not come 
after his Daughter, very odd,—but be that as *twill— 
and yet three Months is a long time to court a Girl 
now a Days, — and loſe her too at laſt, zooks that's 
worſt of all. — But I gueſs how *tis, and if Dolly 
will be advis'd by me, we'll fling the old Man at laſt, 
for all his Cunning. 


Sings, Thou riſing Sun. 


T hou radiant Sun whoſe ſcorching Beams 
Allures the Fair to chriſtal Streams, 
I boſe cooling Waves affora Delight, 


Bring, bring my Dolly to my Sight 


O were I ſure her Face to ſee, 
Pd climb this lofty Poplar Tree, 
(Whoſe trembling Boughs &er-top the Grave) 
And gaze around to ſee my Love. 


O here ſhe comes —— good Day, fair Laſs. 

Dolly. Bleſs me, what Wind blew you this Way, 
Roger © 

Reg. You know, my Dear, Lovers have always 
ſomething to bring 'em into the Way of thoſe they 
moſt adore, fo I come this Way on purpoſe to micet 


YOu == for —— 
2 Dally. 
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Dolly. That's kindly done indeed, Ryger. 
Rog. For it ſeems J mult net come to your Houſe, 
our Father has —— what's the Matter with him of 
late, he's ſo ill natur'd ? 

Dolly. My Father's grown very croſs indeed, and 
what is worſe, he's often telling me I'm ſhortly to be 
married to ſme fine Spark at Lynon truly. But I vow 
T'll have no Cockney, nat I, a good plain country 
Swain for me, and him that I love too I'll have, or 
it ſhall go hard. 

Rog. Well faid, Girl, for as the Song goes, 


You never knew a London Beau 
That cou'd outdo a country Farmer's Son. 


I gueſs'd how *twas, but yet if you'll be advis'd by me, 
J have a Thought in my Head how we may fling the 
old Fox at laſt, 5 

Dolly. I ſhou'd be much pleas'd at that, how is it? 

Rog. You know ' tis now about three Months ſince 
we were at the Fair together, if you can but play the 
Deceit a little, and as you have lately been ſick too, 
your old Mother will ſuſpe& ſomething to be the Mat- 
ter ; and challenge you with——you know what ; — 
let her perſwade you *tis ſo, and then they'll both be 
glad to get us married together, by that means we 
ſhall gain our Deſire.— 

Dolly. An excellent Project, and as you ſay my late 
Illneſs will make them believe it the eaſier, never fear 
but. I'll manage it right, and put it in execution the 
firſt Opportunity, 

Rog. Then farewel Dolly, give's a parting Kiſs, 

Act well your Part, our Project cannot miſs, 
Exeunt, 


Scene, Mr. Holliday's Houle. 


Two Servant Men at Breakfaſt. 


1 Man, Well Robin, what think ye of our young 
Miſtreſs now? — Here's ſtrange Work about it. 


2 Man. 


* 


my; 2 (> _ be 
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2 Man. Zounds, ſtrange Work indeed, about a 
young Heifer, why don't the old Man get her bull'd, 
what does he keep her for ? 

1 Man, O —he deſigns her for a gay Beau Spark 
at Lunon ery but I find the Girl has more Wit, ſhe 


has fix'd her 
Roger. 

2 Man, Ay, right, and if I was Roger, I'd be be- 
forehand with the fine finicking Cockney, for I'd firſt 
crack the Nut, pick the Carnel, and leave him the 
Shell with a Magot in it. 

1 Man, Piſh—why that's what they are afraid of, 
*tis thought Roger has done the Job. — But that's 
under the Roſe. — *twill come all out by and by, — 
ſo here's to you on the ſame. [ drinks. 

2 Man, Thank ye,——Zounds make haſte, for 
yonder comes the old Folks, let us get off, they'll 
think us long at Breakfaſt, E xeunt. 


ind on a bold luſty country Swain—— 


Enter Mr. Holliday and Mrs. Holliday. 


Mr. Holl. I'd have you take this Girl of ours to 
tack, Wife, and perſwade her off of this trifling 
Nonſenſe, Tell her *tis my Will ſhe ſhall be mar- 
ried to that Gentleman, tell her he's a Tradeſman, 
and a Citizen of Lunon, and that by marrying him ſhe'll 
ſoon become a Gentlewoman too, the Sound of that 
generally goes a great way with the female Sex. 

Mrs. Holl. Truly I've no great Notion of the 
Match, but as you defire it, I'll take the firſt Op- 
portunity to talk to her about it. 

Mr. Hell, Pray fee ye do, as I before have ſaid, 

Such is my Will, and that ſhall be obey'd- 
Exeunt. 


END of the Fut ACT. 
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DE — — 


. 
Scene, à Street in London. 


Enter Mr. Lookout and Will Eaſy, at oppeſite Ends. 


Mr. Look. Ha! what Friend Mill, how goes it? 

ill Eaſy. So, ſo, — you are always in a Hurry, 
ſome new Adventure in hand, I'd lay a Wager on't. 

Look. The happieſt Man alive, never leſs than two 
or three clever Girls at a time to diſpoſe off, — and 
you live in hugger mugger, an old baudy Batchelor 
here all your Days, — you'll never thrive. 

till Eaſy. How the Pot calls the Kittle black 
Arſe now. 

Ln9k, If you'd given me but one of the ten Pounds 
you've paid to different Pariſhes for the bye Children 
vou have got, I'd have help'd you to a Girl with a 
Fortune long e're this. 

Mill Eaſy. Can you help me to one now? 

Leck. It I ſhou'd you dare not attack her. 

ill Eaſy. Why not? 

Lok, Becauſe you, (like many more of our Bro- 
ther Citizens) are ſo deeply engaged with Mrs. Betty 
your Houſe-keeper, that if you was to attempt ſuch 
a Thing ſhe'd pull your Houſe about your Ears. 

Vill Eaſy. Po, po, I'll agree with you now on 
iuch Terms, and give you a Bottle earneſt. | 

Lost. Well then, ſhould you like a country Girl, 
or a London Girl beſt ? 

Fill Eaſy. The country Girls are the ſweeteſt, but 
the London ones have generally moſt Money, 

£01k, For that Reaſon I ſhall keep my London Girls 
for myſelf. (aſide But this is a country Girl which 
can engage to carry you to, with a Brace of Hun- 
dreds, when ever you pleaſe; ſweet Meat, as you ſay, 
Wu go down with leſs Sauce. Will. 


are 


mt 


ut 


ils 
ch 
m- 
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Ill. 


( 17 ) 
Will Eaſy. With all my Heart, tis a ſmall Sum, 
— but as Times are hard. — The ſooner the better, 
Loot. Tis agreed on, let us go and ſign the Bargain 
with a Bottle of Port, and you ſhall ſee I'll be as 
good as iny Word, Exeunt. 


Scene, My. Holliday's Houſe. 
Enter Mrs. Holliday and Dolly. 


Mrs. Holl. Tis mighty well, Mrs. Boldface, J 
thought I told you enough of gadding about from 
Place to Place, a dancing, and I can't tell what. 

Dolly. Ay, unhappy Day I went with young Roger 
to May Fair. I can't forget the pleaſant Walk, thro' 
the flowry Meads and ſhady Groves where Birds were 
chanting on every Buugh as we pals'd along, *till the 
more louder Notes of Oranges, Nuts, and Ginger- 
Bread hattens our Steps, where old Crouds with his 
ſqueaking Cat Guts inticed us in to join the frolick 
Dance. But I little thought of what wou'd follow after. 

Mrs. Hell. Ay, you wou'd never mind what [ 
ſaid, but be always going to this Fair and t'other Nair, 
and having this and that Fairing given you, and now 
you've got a Fairing to ſome Purpoſe. 


Dolly ſings. Tune. Grim King of the Ghoſts. 


O Mother I thought on your Mord,, 
But yet they did nothing avail, 

His Tongue ran fo charming and ſinootb, 
I liften'd to hear his fine Tale. 

The Thoughts of it pleaſed me /o, 
I cou'd him no longer deny: 

Th I often cried, ns, Roger, no; 
Yet I long'd all the wile fer to try, 


Enter Mr. Holliday. 


Mr. Holl. Well Dame, how ſtands the Caſe now ? 
Mrs. Holl. The Caſe is bad enough — your Defigns 
are all fruſtrated, 


D Mr. Bol. 
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Mr. Holl, Why! what's the Matter ? 

Mrs. Holl. Matter, O!] we are all undone. 

Mr. Hell. Undone! which way, in what, how is't 
cone ? 

Mrs. Holl. I know not how 'twas done, but done 
it is, your Daughter's with Child. 

Mr. Hell. With Child]! Confuſion, Blood and 
Guts! with Child, fay you? 

Mrs. Holl. Even fo, — but pray be patient, and I'll 
tel! you all; for to be plain, I have ſuſpected this 
ever ſince her laſt Illneſs, and fince 'tis as it is, we 
muſt &en make the beſt of a bad Market. 

Mr. Holl. O, you brazen Face,—I, I—'ve a good 
mind to—to (ers to ſtrike ber.) 

Dolly. O pray, Father, forgive me this once, and I'll 
do ſo no more, indeed I won't. 

Mr. Hell, And pray who's the Father of it? 

Mrs. Hell. Roger, truly ! as far as I find. 

Mr. Hall. And are they married, pray ? 

Mrs. Hall. No, no, but married or not married, 
they will have their Number, as the ſaying goes. 

Mr. Hell. Not married, — worſe and worſe ſtill, 
O the Villain. What muſt be done in this Caſe now ? 

Mrs. Holl. Done? — Why, you muſt go ſeriouſly 
to Roger, and perſwade him to marry her, tell him, 
we'll give him a ſmall Matter, and ſo let's huſh it up 
as ſoon as we can. 

Mr. Hall. As you ſay, there's no other Way to 
be done now. — That Rogue — that Villain, he that 
I fo much diſliked, I mult be obliged to go cringing 
with an artificial Countenance, and againſt my own In- 
clination, perſwade him to come and marry my Daugh- 
ter, — What a pretty Account I've got to ſend to Mr. 
Lockout ; a brazen Jade, Exit. 

Dilly, Why ſhould the poor Man be blam'd? I'm 
fure he thought no harm ot, 

Mrs. Hell. O] you ſcandal to my Family, Huſly, 
the Care I have taken to dizen you out handſome, 


bought you new Stays to make you have a 
. lender 


bre 
ſw: 


Do 
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ſlender Waiſt, which you have now ſpoiled before the 
Time, and bought you pink Stockings and red Heel 
Shoes out of the Money which was to have paid 
Mr. —— you know who, and all this to fit you out 
for a Gentleman, and you, you pouting Slut, muſt 
go fling yourſelf away after this ſcandalous manner; 
and none but Roger wou'd ſerve ye, truly, 


Dolly ſings. Tune. The bonny Buſh a Boon. 


Oh ! Mother caſe your Paſſion pray, 
Pm not ſo much to blame, 
If he is not ſo rich as they, 
He's Fleſh and Blood the ſame. 
Tis true he's not ſo fine a Beau, 
Nor deckt in rich Array, 
Yet he perhaps without his Cloaths, 
May have more Charms than they. 


Enter Mr. Holliday, and Roger behind. 


Mr. Holl. (to Dolly.) Here Mrs. Boldface, I've 
brought you your Deary, now pray ſee if you can per. 
ſwade him to marry you, 


Tune, As Dolly ſat milking her Cow. 


Dolly ſings. O Roger, O Roger come this Way, 
What have you ne er a [Word to ſay? 
O moſt —— ungrateful as you be, 
Remember what you vow'd to me. 


Roger ſings. Yes I remember all, my Laſs, 
How we ſat dotun upon the Graſs. 
The Conſequence I gueſs too well, 
Methinks it's made your Belly fwell. 


Mr. Holl. You hear, Wiſe, the Caſe is plain enough 


between 'em; ſpeak to Roger. 
D 2 Mrs. Hall. 
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Mrs. Holl. Harkee, Roger, I find *tis all fact be- 
tween you both ; I think you are a very baſe Man to 
delude my Daughter away in this manner to her Ruin. 
Roger. Your Daughter's ſuch a pretty good-natur'd 
Girl, what Man could refuſe to crack a Command- 
ment with her, it Opportunity ofter'd ? 
Mr, Hzll. Ay, this Opportunity's the Devil. I 
wiſh ſhe had been ſhut up in the Cloſet, a Bold-face. 


Roger ſings. Tune, What tho' J am a Country Laſs. 


To laſt May-Fair I muſt confeſs, 
did yaung Dolly take, Sir; 

Tie dauc'd together there tis true, 
[ gave her Ale and Cake, Sir. 

And when our pleaſing Toil was Ver, 
Fe pratthd home together ; 

Thro' pleaſant Fields and ſhady Walks, 
Of this, and that, and t'other. 


The Moon ſhone bright as hame we paſt' d, 
The Groves were gay and flill-a ; 
There we ſat down on a green Bank 
To hear feet Philumella : 
IL hat we did there you may ſuppoſe, 
Tho' ['ve nn need ts name, Sir; 
Say, I ho but would have done the like, 
So, why. were we to blame, Sir? 


Mr. Holl. Truly Wife the Man was not ſo much 
to blame, for I vow the very "Thoughts on't makes 
me — I can't tell how —— (ta his Miſe, afude.) 
Well, Roger, but ſince you have done this, I hope 
you deſign to marry her. 

Roger. I can't ſay I've any great Fancy to be mar- 
ried ; eſpecially this hot Weather, we ſhall ſtick to- 
gether like two half penny Loaves, when juſt taken 
bout of the Oven, 

Mr, Holl. 
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Mr. Hoit. How ! not care to be married, Why don't 
you think you ought to marry her ? 

Roger. Why; 

Mr. Holl. Becauſe ſhe's with Child by you it ſeems. 

Roger. If you think I ought, pray let's hear what 
you'll give me with her, —for I think every Man ought 
to be paid for his Labour, (A/de) I'll manage ye, 
now. 

Mr. Holl. I find, Wife, there's nothing to be done 
without Money, ſo we'll give him a little Sum, and— 

Reger. A little Sum |! — What to tie myſelf to a 
Woman all my Life-time. — No, I'Il ſooner go for 
a Soldier, or do any thing — a little Sum | going. 

Mr. Holl. Here, harkee, harkee, Reger. 

Mrs. Hell. Roger, Roger. (/Ull giing. 

Dolly. Dear Roger ſtay, my Father will conſider 
on't. (/he brings him back. 

Mr, Holl. Why, you would not ſtay to hear me; 
I propoſe to give you ſome Houſhold Goods, and a 
Choice or two out of my Field, but be reaſonable — 

Roger. A few Houſhold Goods will not be amiſs, 
with a Cow or two, half a Dozen Sheep and Lambs, 
and one or two of the little ſpotted Pigs. — I think 
nothing elſe — O, yes, I muſt have a little Field room 
for my Sheep and Lambs, — a little Hay for my 
Cows, and —and — a few Peaſe to fat my Pigs 
with; now I think, I have heen very reaſonable ; and 
then your Daughrer ſhall be —— my Wife. 

Mrs. Heil. But why did you make that long Pauſe, 
Roger © 

Roger. I was only conſidering, whether there was 
any thing elſe for me to chuſe firſt, or no. 

Mr. Holl. And are you ſatisfied now, Roger? 

Roger. I ſhall when I've got my Bargain, 

Mr. Holl. And when I'm ſatified you are both mar- 
ried, you ſhall have ail your Bargains, 

(Painting to Dolly's Belly. 
Roger. Not ſo bad as you imagine. (aide. 


1 SONG; 
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SONG. Tune. The Laſs that wou'd know, Sc. 


Roger. The Sailors that ſail on the watrey Deep, 
Many Dangers and Troubles forego ; 
Till Fortune propitious ſafe brings Home the Ship, 
And puts an Adieu to their Woe, 


&; wh my dear Dolly, in Terture have been, 
J pairing theſe many Weeks paſt ; 
But now all aur Days ſhall be calm and ſerene, 
IVe ave compaſs'd our Point at the laſt. 


Dolly. Then come, my dear Roger, no Minutes let": 
Leſi Time fhould our IV ſhes deftroy ; (loſe 
But weaded let's be, then in Hymen's fair Nooſe, 
Thoſe yet unknnwn Pleaſures enjoy, enjoy, 
7 boſe yet unknown Pleaſures enjoy. 
Exeunt both. 


Mr. Hell. Ha, ha, ha, well I'm glad we have got 
Roger in the Humour to marry her. 

Mrs. Fi:!!. Ay, fo am I too, for the Child's ſake, 
tho” *twas not got in Wedlock, *twill now be born in't, 
and that's as well, *tis a T hing little-minded now-a- 
Days. 

Mr. Holl. But I do not rightly underſtand ſome 
of their laſt Words, Wife. 

Mrs. oll. No more do I, fo after them for fear, 

And I'll with Speed, all other Things prepare. 
| Exit Mrs. Holl. 
Enter Margaret. 


Marg. Maſter, two Gentlemen at the Door would 
ſpec K with you 
Mr. Hl. Bid them in, —— Gentlemen! if it's 


Mr. Lockout I'm undone, what muſt I ſay to him? 


Enter Mr. Lookout and Mr, Eaſy, 


Mr. Lech. Sir, your very humble Servant. 


Mr, Hal. Sit, as much yours, and I beg your 
Parton for — 


Mr, 


— 
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Mr. Lock. I ask yours as much, Sir. 

Mr. Hz. For not letting you hear from me, 

Mr. Look. For coming without being ſent for. 

Mr. Holl. O Sir if that was all — | 

Mr. Z5:4. I hope your Wiſe or Daughter is not — 

Mr. Hill. Indeed Sir, my Daughter —is.— 

Mr. Loos. Not dead, Sir, I hope? 

Mr. Hell. But gone to be married this very Morn. 

Will Eaſy. What a Joke is here. {aftde.) 

Mr. Holl. Then, Sir, I wiſh you much Joy. 

Mr. Holl. I thank you, Sir, our Entertainment is 
getting ready, and you and your Friend ſhall be 
very welcome, — pray walk in, this way. Exit. 

Mr. Lock, Sir, — 

Will Eaſy, How I'm balk'd of my Girl tho', 
Friend. 

Mr. Z::k. Zounds, and I of my ten Pound — but i 
always faid you were an unlucky Dog. Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Proſpect of the Country, and a Church at 
a Diſtance. 


Two Country men pas over the Stage, dreſs d in Lea- 
ther Coats, Spades, Hedging Bills, &c. 


1/1. Conntryman. Rabin, don't you hear the Ball- 
ring, they ſay, our Neighbour Rzger and Dolly, atz 
gone to be marricd to Day. 

2d. Countryman. Ay! — then he's juſt going to 
enter into a State of Slavery. 

III. Countryman, Shall we go up to the Church and 
ſce em? 

2d. Countryman. Not I, marry, I've been there 
too often already. 

I/. Countrzman. Ha, ha, ha, why I've bean three 
Times myſclt, and yet if Foun ſhould die, £11 fnce 
my Horſe round tor all that, ä 

2d. Countryman. Boldly ſaid, cd Buy, I can't 
ſay but a good fe i: a geo! Ilg but d one is 
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like a bad Piece of Land, yields but littie good, unleſs 
you are often dreſſing it. 

1/7. Countryman, Ha, ha, ha, you are right fo far 
too. But I think a Wife a very neceſſary Evil. 

2d. Countryman. But if provok'd will ſcold like any 
Devil. | 

1/t. Countryman. Right again, ha, ha, ha, 

No, come Boy, come, let us to Hedging go, 

And leave young Haage the delving Work to do. 

Exeunt. 


Euter Nymphs ſtrewing Flowers, &c. and ſoon after 
them the Bride, Bridegroom and Attendants. 


A SONG. O B. Bell. 


May Tays between this happy Pair, 
And laſting Bleſſings flaw ; 

And bith their Lives devoid of Care, 
A cenſtant Pleaſure know. 

May ns baſe Strife or Diſcontent, 
IVithin your Flouſe be found; 

But laſting Peace and Jays ſerene, 
With folid Love abound. 


Roger ſings to his Father. 


Naw fince we both are fairly wed, 
PI! penly diſcover ;; 

Hur Daughter's till a virtuous Maid, 
And I her honeſt Lover. 

Her Illneſs, which was but Deceit, 
With a Deſign was done, Sir, 

(Co hoping youll forgive the Cheat) 
To make us two but one, Sir. 


Mr. Holliday. 
Then happy, happy, happy Pair, 


May thus your Vows remain; 
Thy Care be to defend thy Bride, to him. 
Be thine to pleaſe thy Swain. to her. 
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So may you ever happy live, 
The Envy of Mankind ; 
A Life which &ery one would wiſh, 
But few alas ! do find, 


Roger /ngs. 


Noto Jove has bleſt me with a Wife, 
One Bleſſing more I crave, 

That he her Tongue wou'd rule for Life, 
Then happy we ſhall live. 

But if her Tongue runs click-a-clack, 
As many do they ſay ; 

The Del then take her pick-a-pact, 
And carry her away. 


Dolly ings. 


Now Heav'n has bleſt me with a Spouſe, 
One Bleſſing more I crave, 

He mayn't get drunk, and waſte his Time, 
Then happy we ſhall live. 

But if he does his Money ſpend, 
And I want Bread at Home; 

The De'il then take him pick a-pack, 
When &re he chance to come. 


Roger. Then fear not, Dolly, here's my Hand, 
PU ever ſober prove, 
And condeſcending to thy Will 
In all that tends to Love. 


Dolly. Then fear not, Roger, take thou mine, 
My Tongue ſhall bridled be, 
And whatſoever thou command ſt 
Shall be obey' d by me. 


A DANCE. 
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17 come, hind Audicuce, but in deadly Fright, 

To beg you would excuſe the Farce to Night; 
Althe“ *twas ſhort, I hape you're not offended, 

I'm grieved, indeed, it fhou'd fo ſoon be ended, 
And left to you to D n, or be commended, 

Our fair Sex now-a days, are grown ſo knowing, 
They'll cry our ſhort Things, are not worth our ſhowing ; 
Come be good-natur'd once, why ſhould you ſcoff, 
We've done our beſt, and all to make you laugh. 

The Love Intrigue weve carried on with Skill, 
The old Folks baulk'd, the young Ones got their Will : 
At laſt the old Ones too, . well pleaſed are, 

The young Ones wedded, and a virtuous Pair. | 


_ he. cu AGke +a 


— — « 


1 
9 
7 
5 


( 25 ) 
THE 


HUMoOURs of the TREA-T ABLE. 
() Gentle Muſe, my artleſs Theme infpire, 


And warm my Boſom with Poetic Fire, 
While I relate, aſſiſt my faultering Rhyme, 
What Women chuſe, and how they paſs their Time, 
Moſt love-ſweet Muſic, Balls and Maſquerades ; 
Some love the Town, and ſome the rural Shades ; 
Some love Quadrille, will fit all Night to play, 
And think it ſoon, if up at Twelve next Day. 
All love new Suits, new Faſhions, and new Faces, 
And coſtly Things juſt brought from foreign Places : 
They'll rob their Huſbands, and their Servants ſtint, 
To get fine Cloths, tho' he can't pay his Rent. 
Some love to ſleep their precious Time away, 
Some take Delight with ſenſeleſs Dogs to play, j 
And ſome in taking Snuff conſume the Day. 
Few love their Home ; moſt love from Home to be ; 
But all love Gaming, Gofliping, and Tea. 
* A Scene of which now opens to your View; 
Here's Bread and Butter, Tea, and Sugar too : 
All Things in Order, ev'ry Goſſip's come, 

And Silence quickly's baniſh'd from the Room, 
Thus they begin—Pray, Madam, how d'ye do? 
Lord! I han't ſeen you, not this Day or two 

No, you ne'er come, one may be dead for you. 
Believe me, Ma'm, I'm mighty ill to Day, 
At Cards laſt Night ſat very late to play; 
Loſt; O my Stars | was ever Fate ſo hard; 
No, never more, I'll play another Card. 
Miſs, how d'ye do? © that's a curious Fan. 
Lord! Captain Gatley is a clever Man; 
How tall he is! Majeſtical he walks 
He ſings moſt charming! and moſt ſweetly talks! 
He is! O me—huſh not a Tittle more, 
For here's the Captain juſt againſt the Door; 5 
Ia! 


9 A Parlour, where ſeveral Ladies are drink ing Tea, 


(0) 
Ha! to he is, I ſolemnly declare, 
Talk of the Devil, and his Imps appear. 
Cap. Ladies, your Slave; what Captain] pray come in 
You'requite a Stranger Sir, which Way h've you been ? 
Cap. Been to the De'l, believe me Ma'm *tis true. 
1:/s ſmiles at that, young Lady how d'ye do? 
Miſs. Do, with my Hands ; true Miſs, I vow 
you're right, 
How ſharp you be, I find you're grown polite. 
E' re ſince the Dean's Court Grammar has been writ, 
Our modern Ladies all o'erflow with Wit. 
Lady. Captain, fit down, excuſe me, Madam, pray, 
I am ſo hurried up and down to Day, 
I can't, I vow, my Buſineſs calls me hence: 
Sit down I ſay, that's your Pretence ? 
Here, bring a Chair, — Excuſe me, Ladies, now; 
I muſt be gone, I cannot ſtay, I vow. 
One waits me yonder, I your Pardon crave ; 
Another Time, fo Ladies Pm your Slave: 
Then Captain yours ;z—They tend him to the Door, 
And talk about him for two Hours more ; 
His Humour, Air, his Dreſs, and ev'ry Part, 
Which quickly ſathom'd each kind Female's Heart, 
Thus as they talk, in comes my Lady Tatile; 
And thus again, they all renew their Prattle, 
I'm glad to fee you, Madam, pray fit down, 
And how d'ye do? What News d'ye hear in Town? 
How does your Spouſe ! can little Maſter walk! 
Is Fanny wedd ? or is it only Talk? 
Tattle. Fanny is wedd, I can affirm it true, 
Tho''tis a Secret, I tell it none but you. 
But now *tis ſpoke, each Female lays her Tongue on't, 
And half the Pariſh in two Hours rung on't; 
So quick, ſo loud, their nimble Tattles run, 
Of who's maifcarried. married, or undone, 
How Sally's crooked, and how Cloe's fair, 
And pretty Polly too has got red Hair. 
All raiſe their Voice, their Voices all uniting 


Set Dogs with Cats, and Cats with Dogs to bebte g. 
ay, 


(58) 
Nay, Dogs, nor Cats, with Trumpets, Bells and Boys, 
Make half fo ſharp, ſo ſhrill, ſo loud a Noiſe, 
As do theſe Females with their ceaſeleſs Larum 
All talk at once, but none at all to hear em. 


JOHN COOPER: AnFEreicran. 
WIEN honeſt John Cooper 


To India was gone, 
He left his young Wife 
(As he thought) all alone. 
But the Gir! had more Wit, 
(And I think in the right) 
Then to lie all alone 
In a cold Winter's Night. 
Tho' her Huſband was gone, 
Sh'd another inſtead, 
T' inlarge both at once 
His Prog'ny and Head. 
This Sport for twelve Months 
Went merrily on, 
At the End of which Time 
Came home cuckoldly John; 
With a thonſand kind Speeches 
Embracing his Spouſe, 
But not the leaſt thinking 
She'd horned his Brows. 
Next viewing his Children 
From biggeſt to leaſt, 
I think, Wife, he cries, 
Their Number's increas'd, 
The Wife ſhe thus anſwer'd, 
And fawningly ſmil'd, 
Twas what pleaſed GOD 
He has ſent you this Child. 
Well (quoth he) ſince *tis fo, 
Pl keep the yonng Elf; 
But, if he ſends any more 
He ſhall keep them himſelf, i 
ut, 
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. 
The NEW GAME, 


II happen'd on a Winter's Night, 
From whence I ſhall my Tale indite, 
A merry Cobler and his Wife, 
To paſs the tedious Hours of Life, 
Agreed, when they had Supper done, 
To have a Game at THIRTY-ON E. 
Yet without either Cards or Dice ; 
You may ſuppoſe *twas ſomething nice : 
To pleaſe this rum old Couple's — 
They reckon'd up their Game by F— 
Old Joan, impatient who ſhould ws. 
Cries, Come my Dear, I'Il firſt begin; 
So crack ſhe went ; he let another : 
Next Time ſhe let fix altogether. 
He play'd again ; ſhe let three more, 
Which made her Number half a Score. 
Now fair and even they go on, 
*T ill Joan had reach'd to T wenty-one. 
The Cobler now began to fret 
And fume, for fear he ſhould be beat ; 
While ſhe as much began to grin, 
Well pleas'd to think how ſhe ſhould win; 
And yet poſſeſs'd with Woman's Fear, 
Would often cry, You cheat, my Dear, 
Oh Muſe ! and will you tell the reſt ? 
No, rather leave it to be gueſs'd : 
And yet, why was my Tale begun ? 
If I leave off before it's done. 
Then here again I will proceed. 
I'm Twenty- one, (quoth ſhe)—Agreed, 
(Says he) *tis true; — then ſtraining hard, 
I'm 17 MN (ſhe cry'd) here's a gay Card 
And true it was! for on my Word, 
Out flew a ſwingeing yellow Cond; 
And ſuch a Hogoo with the Soil, 
You might have ſmelt it half a Mile ! 


